Kurt Edison, 8 Madman. 
Made by a silly goofer that is fucking straight 


I still remember the sound of blood, organs, anything you can imagine 
in the human body, slowly gushing down an abdomen, a disgusting stench 
mixed with the stench of the human body. It is, and always will be stuck in 
the depths of my mind. My name is Kurt Hale. I was born in 1982. As far 
back as I could remember, I loved to be outside. Next to my house, my father 
made me a treehouse. Me and my neighbor friend would always meet up 
together, usually around on Saturdays, maybe Sundays, but we would all go 
together and play in the treehouse. We would do things such as throw acorns 
at a target and see who hits it first, make silly stories, and make up characters. 
In our little stupid white-and-black composition notebooks, we would also 
sometimes try to make maps of the town, and sometimes the Path. Down the 
road, there was a trail that led through the woods, down to a little stream. We 
called this ‘The Path’. This stream was very special to us kids. Sometimes, 
we would invite the girls from the next road over to come down with us, and 
we would catch little critters and try to impress them. Unfortunately, they 
thought of it as disgusting, and they ran back home. We did this almost 
weekly, except until it just stopped. Noone knows why, we just all had other 
‘things’ to do. 


Growing up, I was a very good kid. I did my chores when I had to, and 
was a Straight A student. In my teenage years, not as much so. I was very, I 
guess you could say Mischievous. When I was 14, I made a new friend 
group, and we didn't do very good things. Sometimes we would sneak out in 
the night, and decide to throw rocks at windows, go to places that we aren't 


to, etc. In school, being good would make you a ‘Nerd’. It's not regular to be 
regular. You would put a ton of kids with mixed interests in a building, and 
expect them to bond. You would have Gymrats, Nerds, and of course one of 
the worst, the smokers. These kids would somehow get their hands on 
tobacco, weed, and most bad stuff. I just tried to be normal. That was a huge 
mistake, since anything would get you judged. I tried to find friends, but 
instead, I would just have to be alone. During lunch, I would have no one to 
sit with, so I would just have to sit on the floor, or find the weird kids and try 
and sit with them. The weird kids were the worst of the worst. They would be 
cringey with you, and act as if you were in there, as they call it ‘Wolfpack’. 
One day, i just couldn't find anyone to sit with that wasn't full, except on one 
friday, there was one table with some seats. The ‘Smokers’. I had no choice 
but to sit with the ‘Smokers.’ They were secretly moving their head under the 
table to inhale their unlit cigarettes. I wondered what it was like to smoke a 
cigarette, but I was just terrified of the outcomes. What if I got high? What if 
my parents smell my breath? I sat down at the table, they gave me weird 
looks but then went back to their ‘smoking’. At one moment, one of the 
smokers, named James, asked me if I'd ever ‘whooped a hoagie.’ I asked 
them what they meant, and they said that it meant smoke a cigarette. I was 
filled with emotions at the time. It's either I would say no, and they would 
kick me out, or I would say yes, and they might possibly ask if I wanted one. 
One kid got detention for sitting on the floor yesterday, so I thought that if I 
didn't want to get detention, I would have to say yes. I told them “Yeah, of 
course.”. They looked at me in a cool way, and said “We are going to go 
under the bridge, watch the water, and get higher than the clouds. Wanna 
come?” This was also another difficult choice. If 1 had said no, then chances 
are they would call me a ‘Pussy’, and most likely kick me out, and 1 could get 
detention. I should mention that because I did get in some trouble recently, 
and my parents told me that I'm on my ‘last strike’, which means if I get in 
bad trouble again (such as getting detention), I would have to face MAJOR 
consequences. Punishments were the worst, I could get spanked, have to put a 
bar of soap in my mouth for an hour and a half (or longer), or worst of all, get 


grounded. Since the technology back then wasn't as advanced as it is today, 
one of the best ways of entertainment was going outside. If I was grounded, 
there would be no outside. I had no better choice than to say Yes. 


Later that night, at around 12:30 AM, we snuck out. Every parent and 
sibling was asleep, so it wouldn't be much of a hassle, considering my father 
snored like a freight train. Overall, we got down to the bridge. One of the 
smokers gave me 1/4th of a cigarette pack, so they could ‘preserve their 
goods’. They would light the cigarette, take a few puffs, and then stomp it. 
They would always tell me to “Dispose of your evidence”. There was a 
lighter in the middle of all of us. I really really wanted to try it out. I thought 
to myself, that we are all out with no adults, no one that will catch us, it is 
time to try it out for once. I lit the cigarette, and put my mouth to it. I counted 
to 3, and then took a sip of the intoxicated air. It was disgusting. I felt a bulge 
in my stomach slowly grow up. Whilst my face was redder than a tomato, I 
quickly told the smoker kids that “Im gon-gonna go piss.”. It was difficult to 
speak, but I quickly ran to the side where they couldnt see me. I tried my best 
to be as quiet as I could, but I puked and puked. I cleaned my mouth up, 
avoided stepping in my slimy mess, and walked back to them, my face paler 
than a cloud, and shaking. Though it made me sick, it had a little hidden 
sensation. I felt a little bit of pleasure, because of how nicotine works. I 
thought to myself, “Why not? I might not get this opportunity again.” I 
began taking more puffs of the cigarette, before it stopped the sensation. That 
meant I had to get another one. I told myself ‘1 more’. I had 5 more, and 
began feeling really really weird. I told the guys, “I'm gonna go home, dudes. 
See you.” Well, there I had it. My first few cigarettes. I didn't get high, but it 
did feel incredible. I felt pleased, and happy. I went home, snuck back in, and 
was successfully able to get in. Immediately, I went to the bathroom, and 
brushed my teeth so that no one would recognize that I smoked. I used some 
mouthwash, and thought it was good. I went to sleep. 


The next morning, I decided to go for a bike ride after breakfast. My 
parents made pancakes. I also made a sandwich for a snack for later. I cut it 
with a knife, and then accidentally broke it in half by pushing too hard, so 1 
put it in my backpack to hide it. I took my bag with me while riding for the 
heck of it, and so 1 could pack my sandwich. At around noon, I put on my 
walkman, put in Nirvana’s Nevermind album, got my bike out of the garage, 
and just rode. I rode my bike around town. The bakery is getting a remodel, I 
saw, and they are taking down Jonas’s Deli, which had the BEST BLT’s. I 
remembered how nice it felt smoking a cigarette last night, and I wanted to 
do it again. I decided to go down to the bridge where we went last night, and 
surprisingly saw a cigarette pack, with around 3 more cigarettes left. I 
decided to pocket the pack before anyone saw, and left. I went back home, 
and went up to my room. I hid my cigarette pack underneath all of my socks, 
and decided to save them for another time. Most days would go like this one 
(except 1 don't find a pack of cigarettes each day.) During lunch, at school on 
monday, the smoker kids told me that they knew it was my first time. Was it 
really that obvious? I mean considering I puked, it feels like it. Friday was 
summer vacation, which felt so far away, even though it was so close. The 
smoker kids told me that they found this really really nice spot for us to 
smoke, but we have to be careful to get in. They found this old, trashed 
building that currently no one has entered beside urban explorers, or possibly 
squatters. Squatters are people who live in these worn down buildings, or 
maybe in buildings people live in without paying rent or anything, and are 
illegally there. Usually, these squatters are armed. They told me about the 
abandoned building, and how we could get in. They told me they could get 
some weapons for us just in case, so I told them we definitely need to get 
some just in case. After school, we all grabbed backpacks, and went to the 
back of a dollar store, and for some reason there were machetes, hammers, 
and axes there. Whatever. We took the weapons, hid them in our bags, and 
waited for night, when we would leave for the building. 


When we got there, I saw what they meant by worn-down. It looks like 
it's gonna fall any minute. We saw a shattered, what looks to be a window 
frame, and we carefully snuck through. It reeked like shit in there. Each step 
we took had a crumbling aftermath, such as cracking glass, or who knows. 
James led the way towards an upstairs area. When we got up there, James and 
everyone unleashed their pullout chairs. One of the Smokers named Tommy 
got me one, since he knew I didn't bring one. When I was pulling out my 
lighter, I accidentally dropped it through a hole back downstairs. We all 
laughed, and I went down to go grab it. I quickly dashed down the stairs, and 
grabbed it. Whilst i picked it up, i heard a loud WHAEGK like noise, following 
with quick gasps. I hastily unzipped my bag, unsheathing my machete. I 
looked through a little hole in the ceiling to see nearly everyone on the floor, 
besides James, pleading for him not to do something, trying his best to get his 
weapon sneakily, before soon getting plowed in the face with a baseball bat. 
Everyone struggled to get back up. It was a squatter, just who we’d 
suspected, trying to kill us out of his ‘home’. James was able to get back up, 
and noticed me armed, so before the hobo was able to see me, James began 
acting like a complete stupid ass. He started blowing raspberries, flapping his 
arms all over the place, which got his attention. I had a clear shot at the 
hobo’s back, but was I really about to kill a man? Do I even have the heart 
to? I stared at my clean shot, gripping onto my handle stronger. I closed my 
eyes, while the hobo charged up his attack, I sliced diagonally from his 
shoulder down towards his left hip. I heard a loud, pained groan as blood 
skewered down and out from his back. I was covered with blood, shaking, 
crying, and just couldn't believe what I just did. I opened my eyes, and 
watched, as the other group members began slicing him worse. His arched 
body from being sliced in the back caused more blood to skewer out. Organs 
slowly fell out and blood trickled all over his lifeless body. There we have it- 
I killed a man. With my own hands, I killed a man by choice. It may have 


been self defense, but we were illegally trespassing. We entered his ‘home’, 
and killed him. We all looked down at the body. The rest of the dudes threw 
his old, disgusting body to the wall, back first, then began slicing his front 
side, by his abdomen. I cried out “What the fuck guys!? He’s already dead, 
and you are just worsening it!”. They all looked at me in disgust, eyes 
widened fully, and said “We need to make sure he doesn't survive! If he does 
survive, he can and most likely will snitch on us! Remember, dispose of 
evidence.. Right? We are just as fucking scared as you are!”. I couldn't do 
anything but look in fear. I soon realized more of what just happened, and 
just fell down. I began puking, sobbing, shaking, whilst terrified like all damn 
hell. Everyone couldn't bear what the hell was happening. We needed to do 
something with his body, or some urban explorer, or a smoker like us could 
find it. We decided to carry his body down to the water, right next to the 
bridge we were at during Friday night. The mushing and glushing of his 
organs and blood was so god damn disturbing I just cried and cried. We didn't 
want anyone to find our DNA, so we thought that we would have to chop him 
up. We had no choice. James and Garry, another smoker, volunteered. We all 
just went and sat under the bridge, covered in blood, all feeling sicker than a 
dog. James and Garry would take shifts, one person would sit in the leaves 
and look away whilst one person chopped him up. When the man was sliced 
and diced, he was thrown down into the water, staining the murky water with 
his crimson red blood, organs, anything you could imagine. Due to how late it 
was, basically everywhere was closed. We decided to sneak into the public 
pool, and go to their showers. We pretty much cleaned ourselves off, besides 
our clothes. We all agreed to burn our clothes once we’ve swapped into other 
outfits. We were murderers. Once I got back to my house area after sneaking 
through The Path, I quickly undressed myself. I got all my clothes, and 
cleaned out a spot in the forest. I got a ton of firewood, and moved leaves to 
avoid a fire, and then lit it. My clothes went ablaze, as the fire grew larger 
within the designated circle. I wish I could just rewind my day, and just 
pretend I got sick. When I went back to my house I knew I had to get inside, 
but how, and how would nobody notice me? I tried getting through the front, 


but the door was locked, so I had to do something else. My room was 2 
stories up, but how would I get up? My sisters room was on the first floor, but 
I can't just go into her room naked. What if she’s up? I tried to look through 
the window, but I saw her fast asleep with her sleep mask. I tried to mess 
with her window, and it budged open. Her AC was on, which masked most 
noise I made. As soon as I got in through her window and accidentally 
knocked down one of her plastic dolls. The window shut very loudly. I saw 
her barely move, so I went prone, and quickly, yet quietly moved under her 
bed. I heard her say “Hello?”, but nothing replied beside the cooling air 
provided by her air conditioning unit. She noticed her figurine on the floor, so 
she got up. Each step getting closer to her doll surrounded me in a deep, 
strong aura of fear and terror. If she sees me like this, god knows what will 
happen to me. I see her slowly bend down, as I hope she doesn't look under. 
She picks up her doll, and thankfully doesn't notice me. I just barely notice a 
scar, shaped like what seems like a pentagram on her lower foot. What the 
fuck? She walks back, and goes back to sleep, muttering something that 
sounds like somewhat of a.. Cultish-like chant. I looked to the other side of 
the bed, and saw her door. It was shut due to keep her room cool, but I could 
easily open it. It was replaced recently, because of how loudly it creaked. I 
military crawled over there, praying she doesn't spot me. I hear a quick noise, 
as if something moved quickly. I turn around, and see my sister standing up, 
looking me in the eye, and then she makes a slim grin. “Look at you.. How 
did you get into this mess~?” She pins me to the floor, as she slowly goes 
onto me. I notice she has a ring that has something like a sparkwheel. She 
notices it, and switches it, showing me a miniature blade. “Cute, isn't it?~” 
She looks me in the eye, and says “Hold on.” She gets up, and goes to the 
bathroom in her room. She holds her hands behind her back when she walks 
back in. “I have a surprise~!” She pounces on me, and behind her back, she 
unsheathes a blade. Hearing the shing almost immediately I realize what's 
going on. I may have burned my clothes, but 1 never burned my bag. I tell her 
to hang on too, as 1 unzip my front pocket, and get a good grip on my 
machete, just waiting for it to happen. She barely moves her arm, before she 


screams “DIE!!” She thrusts her blade towards me, so with my other hand, 1 
put it out to block. Its either 1 possibly lose my hand, or i die. Her blade goes 
through my hand, whilst I let out a piercing scream. Quickly, she silences by 
muffling my screaming. I quickly unsheathe my blade, and get a good slice 
on her neck. I dug it into her collarbone. I begin being skewered by blood.. 
Once again. Her eyes roll up, and she passes out. What. The. Fuck!?!? I 
quickly hid her body. What can I do? Could i frame it as a suicide..? Yes.. Yes 
I could! I quickly grab her hand, and begin controlling her like a puppet. I 
start feeling nauseous as I start stabbing into her neck a little bit more so it 
looks like she did it to herself. I grab my bag, and rub most of my handprint 
off so no one would notice me. I am so, so fucked up. Everything is wrong 
with today. I wish I could just restart it all. I leave her body on the bed, while 
trying to get some of her blood and throwing it all over the place to seem 
more realistic. I just wanna cry. I know I have to stab her more to indefinitely 
kill her, but do I really have the heart to? I can't do this. I just can't. But.. it's 
either me or her. She tried to kill me. I have no choice, but to kill her. I can't 
get any more of my DNA on her without it being risky, so I decided to grab 
that knife I broke earlier out of my backpack, clean it all off with the bag 
cloth/design, and then dug it into her. More blood grew out. This was 
indefinitely disgusting. It made a sloshing like noise between each stab. 


